Wiktor would soon be really insane; Ms nerves were 83
almost at the breaking point; and lie himself would be
responsible. True, it might never be discovered, but all
his life he would know. Suddenly he felt sure he was
doing right. Pilsudski must be saved, not be left buried
behind the high walls of that asylum, St. Nicholas the
Miracle-worker—was it a miracle that was going to be
performed now?
Andrew brought the patient to the doctor's room and
was told to come back in an hour. His eyes were sunken
under the bushy eyebrows. He looked fifty instead of
thirty-three. He had played his part with the last re-
serves of his energy, Now, without speaking, he changed
from his hospital clothes to the others. In ten minutes
he was ready. The opera hat was too large and fell
over his eyes. Never mind, he would carry it in his
hand.
They had tea and smoked some cigarettes. The
moment for action came. They started along the cor-
ridor, but when the doctor saw a stranger near the main
entrance they turned, went out at the side door and
crossed the very long courtyard, where some servants and
their families were standing about chatting. They
chatted too—at least, Mazurkiewicz made a point of
speaking when they passed people, even using the name
of another doctor. The guard who had come on duty
only a half hour before and could not know but that
a caller had come earlier, noticed Mazurkiewicz and his
friend, a smartly dressed man. He opened the gate and
saluted. They were out on the street!
Near the main entrance two P. P. S. men were wait-
ing, armed. They had a long wait, as did the coachman
stationed there. Prisoner and doctor found a cab
presently, one with an old horse, so weak he couldn't go
out of a walk.
"You ought to be driving corpses!" the impatient
Mazurkiewicz protested.

